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Men moveat cimex Pantilius? aut crucie, quod 

Vellicet abſentem Demetrius? aut quod inept as 

Fannius Hermogenis ledat conviva Tigelli? 

Plotius, & Varius, Mecænas, Virgiliuſque, 

Valgiat, & probet hec Oftavius optimus, atque 

Fuſcus, & hac utinam Viſcorum laudet uterque. Hon: 
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PREFACE 


D oOETR has this Advantage pe- 
WR culrar to it ſelf, that while all 
WING other Arts and Sciences are li- 
mited and confin'd within cer- 
tam Bounds which they cannot exceed, this 
alone admits of no Lamitation ; all Nature 
ſubnuts to its Juriſdiclion, and every Thmg 
% & Subject for Verſe. The Mutes range 
free and uncontroll d o'er all the boundleſs 
and comprehenſible Trats of Eternity 
land Immenfity, . pierce even to the tre- 
* Wrnendous Throne of the Almighty, and 
doum again to the gloomy Regions of Dark- 

neſs... . 


N 
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The PREFACE. 
| The Power of Poetry over human Paſ-1Cb 
Fo ftons, the Aereeableneſs and Pleaſure ittry 
| continually carries along nth it, cven too 
|. The meaneſt Capacities, 1s univerſally knownljre 
and acknowledged. Hence its Uſefulneſs isſan 
ſ naturally deducible, that "tis almoſt need-Jan 
leſs to mention it. Hence it is, that thelds 
moſt profitable Rules for the Oeconomy off at: 
Life, in every Cbaracler and Condition, of 
Have ſo often, and nth ſuch Succeſs, been] Pe 
inculcated by it. Philoſophy, Religion, ba 
Hiſtory, Politicks, aud Manners have re- 
cerv'd no conſiderable Advantages there- et 
from. Poetry pleaſes, while it inſtrucis, [cc 
perſwades, while it diclates, and forces with N 
 Complaiſance. In all Ages, and in all Na- R 
tions, the greateſt Princes have avow'd their] it 
Reſpect, and courted its Favours: Nor has it 
it been leſs reſpedfully receiv'd in the Camp, N 
than Court. As for its Antiquity, J be- ti 
lieve it may be truly plac'd contemporary re 
wth the Invention of Letters; ſo that ſome it 
have undertaken to prove, that Proſe is on- 
ly an Inatation of Poetry. gl 

And as all Arts and Sciences whatever) le 
have always been ſubjec> to the common v 
Changes 


U 
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Pa Changes and Revolutions of Fortune, ſo Poe- 
itſtry ſeems likewnſe to have had its Periods 
; tolof Decay and Perfection, in a Manner more 
nam frequent and more peculigr to it ſelf, than 
5 z5Jany other. For if we conſider its State 
ced- and Condition, only in England, from Chaucer 
the) down to the preſent Age, we ſhall, J believe, 
of akways find it correſpondent to the Temper 
ion, of the Prince; ſo that the flouriſhing of 
been] Poetry, and the Happineſs of our Nation, 
on, have generally gone Hand in Hand together. 
re Hence we may reaſonably conclude, that Po- 
re- etry has ſomethins more ſublime and tran- 
cke, ¶ ſcendent, more important and divine in its 
vith] Nature than other Sciences have, ſince its 
Va-. Revolutions depends more immediately upon 
heir the Diſpenſations of Providence. For race 
has it ſeems connected with the State of the 
mp, Nation, this with the Temper and Diſpoſi- 
e-| tion of the Monarch, and as Heav'n gene- 
ary rally rewards and puniſhes a Nation by 
me its Prince; the Dependance ſeems inſeparable, 
on- Muſt it not then ſeem ſtrange that ſo 
glorious a Science ſhou'd be 1 miſerably neg- 
ver lecled and abandon d in this famous Uni- 
non verſity of Cambridge? (otherwije the moſt 
gt | illu- 


The abr len 


luſtrous Seminary of Learning in the ur 
World) Philoſophy, Divinity, and the other %, a 
grave Paris of Literature have ſo entrely};,:; 
| here engroſs 4 ho Stady of the whole Body, 7. 
that Poetry can Weaver find Admittance, 
even at the moſt idle and unemploy d Hours. 
© Toe what Canſe this may be attribmed, 
whether to the Dullneſs and Foggyneſs of the 
Clime, which generally di ſpeſes its Iubabiæ 
zants to a natural Gravity, and diſagree- 
able Melancholly, or to an Truth con- 
cerv'd from the * neſs of Poetry in theſe 
latter Days, 1 al not determme. This, 
at leaſt, I am ſure, tis a Study no Way 
unworthy the moſt accompliſh Gentleman, 
provided it be only the Employment of his 
letſure Hours, and not purſued io the In- 
zerruption of more profitable Studies. 
ach are the following Sheets, begun and} 5 
ended by a long Interval of Time, as my 
Humour, Iuclination, or Want of other Bu- 
fmneſs prompted me. It has always been af , 
Rule with me, to let as little of my Time 


as poſſible lay uſeleſs upon my Hands: Tis : 
0 


at 
cer 


with this View ] have ſometimes been in- 
auc d to urue. And as Poetry has always 


appear d 


the 
ber 
ely 
dy, 


clmations have often carr\'d me ti it. 
theſe therefore are only the Product of my 
leiſure Hours, and as am but a Poet by 
Accident; let this, aud my , Leal for that 
noble Science, attone for the Errors that will 


The PREFACE, 
ppear d to me in iis full Luſtre, my It 
As 


certainly be found im them. 
Such has been my Reſentment at its viſi- 


Ile Diminution and Decay here, that I was 


even obliged to aſſert us Excellence: Tho 
probably it may be at my own Expence ; and 
my Defence may reflect more Diſhonour 
upon it, than the Silence of others. But ſince 
the Deſien is good, let the Intent juſtify the 
Aclion, where even an unſucceſsful Attempi 
75 laudable. 

J am not ignorant to what Tuſults and In. 
conveniences ] here epi, my ſelf. There 
is a Prejudice naturally ariſing againſt the 
Performances of young Men, which can 
ſcarce ever be got over, how good ſoever 
they happen to be. This is owmg to an 


eager Deſire of excelling inherent in every 


one, and an Emulation, too often bordering {| 


upon Ey. They cannot bear to think, that 
one much younger than themſelves ſhowd 


Pre- 


The PREFACE. 


pretend fo pleaſe or inſiruct them. But as 
this, for the moſt Part, is only the Temper 
of baſe degenerate Minds, [ ſhall equally 
deſpiſe therr Cenſures, with thoſe of the 
four ul-natur d Critic, whoſe Buſineſs is tol 
4 praiſe, and whoſe Fame is ever to be 
built upon the Ruin of others, 
 # fhoud be altogether wanting to my 
Duty, du I not inform the World, that the 
= corre of the following Pieces have 
been reviſed and correfted by an eminent 
Hand. Nor muſt I forget the Obligations 
{ recerwid from an ingenious Gentleman, 
Fellow of Triniry-Coilege in this Univerſi- 
ty, in amending ſome, and pointing ous 
many Errors committed in the firſt writing ; 
" fo that tis owing 10 them that there are few- 
er Faults, than wol d otherwiſe have been. 
But, to conclude, ſuch as they are, I ſubmit h. 
them io the Public, and if the R eader receives v 
half the Pleaſure from reading, which I had 
in writing, 1 ſhall not think my Pains ill be- 
flow'd; but rejoice that I have once had an 


Opportunity of preg ing. 
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ESUS GROVE 


0. Inſcribd to a 
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HALL Cooper's-Hill in lofty Numbers riſe, 
AD And in majeſtick Rhime ſupport the Skies? 
Shall Windſor-Foreſt in ſmooth Language flow, 

n Sounds as ſoft as gentle hre blow? | 
Shall Merton-Walks be thro the World renown'd, 
\nd with Eternity of Verſe be crown'd? 

Shall ev'ry Thicket rear it's Head in Song, 

S- And tow'r immortal by the tuneful Throng? 


B And 
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” 4 Jzsus Grove 
And ſhall my Muſe thee, lovely Grove, forget! 
Thy happy Shades and ever dear Retreat? 
Shall Jesus Grove no grateful Poet find, bw 
8 To ſing the various Beauties there combin'd? Te 
Les; Twill ling, and thou ſhalt be my Theme, fc, 
Glory of Groves, and darling Care of Fame. 7 


Ar 
Celia, this Off” ring of my Muſe receive, 0 
Nor ſcorn the tributary Lays I give; Ot 


From you my humble Lines Protection claim, pa 


As yet inglorious, and without a Name. W 


O wou'd the God my feeble Thoughts inſpire, 
And warm my ravifh'd Breaſt with equal Fire! 
What heav'nly Beauties in my Verſe ſhou'd ſhine 


And Pope's harmonious Foreſt yield to mine! 


Some 4 


e, 
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Some Power convey me to the pleaſing Groves, 
Where ſport the Graces, and the wanton Loves; 
To Cyprian Shades, and ſoft Idalian Bowers, 
Cytheron's Vales, or happy Paphian Towers: 

O wou'd the whiſtling Winds a Moment ſtay, 
And kindly waft me thro' the arduous Way! 

O cou'd I ride the wand'ring Clouds and Skies! 
Or ſoaring on the Martlet's Pinions riſe! 

Fain wou'd I go, Companion of their Flight, 


Where fair Heſperia opens to the Sight. 


And now,methinks,the beauteous Climes appear, 
And Tivoli's delightful Vales are here; 
Here Larius riſes lovely to my View, 
With Citron Groves, and Flow'rs of various Hue; 


Parthenope her bliſsful Shades extends, 


me And Arurs ſoft retreat the faintingSwain befriends; 


B 2 | There 
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There filent Lir:s creeps in ſolemn Train, The 


And ſeeks thro' flow'ry Lawns the diſtant Main IA f 


'Thro? painted Meadows ſmooth Clitumnus glides The 
An 


Th 
Hail, happy Scenes! in deathleſs Numbers live. An 


And gently murmurs to the fruitful Sides. 


And Honours due, nay more than due receive; Ye 
Tho Fiction oft has ſhed a ſpurious Blaze, Ar 
And round yecaſt a Gleam of borrow'd Rays, 


Yet ye are fair, lovely inviting Clime, 


Thy Beauties worthy of immortal Rhime. A 
But, ah! Heſperia ne er ſhall rival thee, * 


My charming Grove, and fairer far than ſhe; 
Tho ev'ry Beauty, the whole Country yields 
Thro? all ber verdant Plains, and various Fields, a 
Tho' all her Bleſſings ſhou'd conſpire to grace, | 
With ſweet Variety, one happy "YN | 
The 


Jesus GROVE. 


The whole appears a poor inglorious Scene, 

ain A fainter Proſpect, and a darker Green: 

des Tho? Thickets ſhou'd with render Myrtles bloom, 
And common Weeds ſend forth a rich Purfume; 
Tho purple Grapes adorn the crouded Vine, 

ive And the full Cluſters ſwell with gen'rous Wine, 

ve; Yet Jesus Grove Oer all majeſtick Tow'rs, 


And in its brighter Rays the ſylvan World obſcures. 


As when the riſing Sun forſakes his Bed, | 
And glows refulgent thro? the ſick'ning Red, 


No more the Stars their twink'ling Gleams diſplay, 


Loſt and extinguiſh'd in ſuperior Day. 


Wheree-c'er I turn my ever wond'riog Eyes, 
is, What awful Sights, and beauteous Proſpects riſc | 
nfs Shades in er ry Step I find, 
And Paradiſe ſtill opens to my Mind: 
n | Welt 


56 Jas 5 Grove. 
Methinks I dwell in Hemus happy Seats, 


0 
Or in Theſſalian Tempe's green Retreats, | | 


eure from Winter's Cold, or Summer's —__ 
Heats: . 


| Where, ever, dwells the gently cooling Breeze 


Of Zephyrs whiſtling thro? the waving Trees, 


Here laviſh Nature ſhines in all her Pride, Sw 
And ſpreads her gaudy Pomp on ev'ry Side: An 
Long Rows of Elm, a grateful Horror ſhed, 

A gloomy Brightnes, and a twilight Shade, * 
| Where ſoft Eteſian Gales for ever blow, Ar 


And cheer with downy Blaſts the Plains below. EH: 


How am I pleas'd the lovely Bounds to trace, H. 
Traverſe the Walks, and view the heav'nly Place! NW 
Sweet Melancholly all argund i is ſeen, Ws Þ 
Dwells in the Shade, or broods — che Green, 


To 
—7 5 
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o pleaſing Sadneſs ev'ry Senſe invites, 
| \nd Contemplation in the Mind excites. 


l 
The feather'd Choir here ope their little Throats, 


* 
ww 


And warble conſtant their harmonious Notes, 


In gameſome Mood they hop from Spray to Spray, 
And all the Year their ſylvan Songs eſſay; 
Sweetly the Ev'ning Nightingales complain, 


And Morning Linnets ſound a lovely Strain. 


Hail ſacred Walks, which Holy Feet have preſs'd 
And ſolemn Shades with ſage Religion bleſs'd! 


Hail too, ye neighb'ring Domes, by Virtue rais'd, 
And with the Gifts of Piety emblaz'd! 
„ Here blooming Virgins to Retirement drew, 


0 Who bade the World, the warm in Youth, adieu; 


| * JESUS COLLEGK was a NUNNERY. 
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Still the lone Iles in hollow Murmurs ſound: 


1 Jasus Grove. 
With Thoughts compos d, Affections always even „Ne, 


Deſires controul'd, and Souls that pant for Heaven: Wi 


Here Grace divine ſhed it's ſereneſt Beams, 


| And prompting Angels ſcatter'd golden Dreams: An. 
Still awful Arches ftretch along the Ground, 


Still the dim Windows ſhed a dark'ning Ray, 
A dusky Sunſhine, and a doubtful Day. 


But hold, my Muſe, a nobler Theme purſue, 


Who can deny a Verſe, to * Cranmer due? An 


| Cranmer the Tribute of my Song requires, WI 


Religion ſmiles, and Britair's Fate inſpires. Or 
Ye, verdant Turfs, his ſacred Weight have borne, Or 
And ye, bleſt Paths, his hallow'd Steps have worn; MT! 


— 


2 Arch-Biſhop CRANMER was of this College. 


Ye 


Jesus GROVE. 9 


en, Ne, conſcious Trees have ſeen the Godlike Man, 
en: With muling Thoughts his future Labours ſcan: 
Here the long Plan of Albioms Peace was laid, 
s: HAnd haughty Rome was baffled in this Shade; 
To thee, great Man, our Liberty we owe, 


3y thee our Breaſts with purer Ardour glow: 


O how the Muſe unwilling turns her Eyes, 
To view the Scenes of Blood that backward riſe! 
Long Seams of Wounds with ghaſtly Glare affright, 
And dented Scars diſhoneſt to the Sighr. 

While lazy Monks bore univerſal Sway, 

Ot Kings more cruel, and more Fools than they; 
Heroes with Men in purple Streams expire, 

ne, Or breathe theit laſt in rolling Sheets of Fire, 
n; The Years thro? Vales of Sorrows paſs'd away, 


Death reign'd the ſavage Sport of ev'ry Day ; 


C Till 


= 10 ] ES v 8 6 RO E. 
Till Cranmer riſing, hulht the World t to Peace, 
Made Roman Pow'r and Superſtition ceaſe; | 
Whe, while he conquer'd in Religion's Cauſe, | 
e riumphant Dy'd, a Prey to wicked Laws. Th 


Riſe Groves of Laurel from thy awful Tomb, Th 
Swell fragrant Bays, and Myrtles ever bloom; WI 
With painted Flow rs let thy fad Grave be dreſt, Gr 
Light lie the Earth, and gently touch thy Breaſt: WI 


Ah {ſmile Propitious on thy native Land, ” An 
Plants of thy Strength, and Children ofthy Hand WI 
See the glad Years in long Succeſſion run, An 
Full fraught with Joys thy parent Hand begun: 

No more {hall Rome her hated Banners ſpread, 6 

Her Precepts ſacred, or her Rites obeyd: Sor 

Fro 


Religion now diſplays a purer Flame, 
And flows untainted ina clearer Stream. e 


Jai 
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Hail happy Time! hail long expected Days! 
That Britain's Glory to the Stars ſhall raiſe! 
The Time is near, if right the Muſe divine, 
That Albion Oer the Continent ſhall ſhine; 
While her fam'd Sons illuſtrious G Rox GE obey, 
Great by his Laws, and happy by his Sway; 
While 1 watches with Paternal Fear, 
And, for his Country, waſtes himſelf with Care; 
While W a1 eoLE ev'ry Patriot's Art employs, 
And Exrope, by his Counſel, Peace enjoys. 


"T'was here, to theſe fequeſtex'd Shades retir'd, 
Some Angel * Pearſons facred Breaſt inſpir'd. 
From him ſuch bleſt Inſtructions we receive, 


Learn how to Think, and how we muſt Believe; 


* 
— — 
— 
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* Biſhop PEARSON was Maſter of JESUS COLLEGE. 
C 2 Such 


12 JE sus Grove. 
Such heav'nly Truths adorn his manly Page, 
So full his Senſe, and ſo ſublime his Rage; | ( 
Such eaſy Beauties i in his Diction ſhine, Ca 
Pee We ſtand amaz d, and own the Work divipe. Sta 
4 2 
 Egeria thus her Fay” rite Numa wet, I 
And thus inſtructed i in a dark Retreat, * 
He form'd, with wholſome Laws, a happy State. Bl 


With Rapture fir d I turn my raviſht Eyes, 80 
And- view the Meadow that . me lies e E 


There wanton Flora all her Gifts beſtows, . 


Fair Greens ariſe, and Graſs unbidden grows; x 
Here, Flow'rs unrea r'd on evry Bed abound, | 5 
And with ſpontaneous Beauty cloath the Ground: x 

There, gentle Streams i in murm'ring Eddies play, ( 


Waſh the green Turf, and o'er the Pebbles gra) 
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Cloſe by its Sides, majeſtically flow, 
Cam's ſilver Streams 1 in ſoft Meanders flow; 
Stately he draws along his wary Store, 
Thro' the long Windings of a happy Shore; 
Throꝰ fruitful Fields and Paſtures {weeps his Way, 
And grateful cloaths * em with eternal May. 
Bleſt Banks! where * Thirſis tun 1d his warbling 

Lyre, 

Sweet as his Love, and equal to his Fire: 
Emerging Naijads here the Poet * 
And Goddeſſes inſtructed as he wrote. 
Whether he ſings in Piſcatory * Strains, 
How Thelgon ſighs or Tomalin complains; 


How Agon pines at proud Nice's Scorn, 


Or Celia ſuff ring Mirtilus to mourn; 


, 
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Or whether higher Themes provoke the Song, 


And human Nature happy Lays prolong: L 


So great each Thought, each eaſy Word ſo clear, Ar 


* Th inſpiring Maids in ev'ry Line appear: By 


Great Calin ſmiles adopts him for his own, A. 
And fondly triumphs in ſo bright a Son. R 
A 


Hail lovely Flood! hail celebrated Stream 
The deathlefs Muſe's unexhauſted Theme! 
Never ſhalt thou in dull Oblivion lie, St 
Thy Fountains ſilent, or thy Channels dry; 
So often ſung in ſmpoth Poetick Lays, F 
Thy Fame with Scorn the poorer Nile ſurveys, 
Tow'rs o'er the Tiber in immortal Verſe, \ 


And ſhines where-certhe Poet's Works can pierce. 


Juasvs Grove 15 


On thy ſmooth Surface Foreſts learn to move, 
And wand'ring Trees forget their native Grove; 
By thee we taſte whatever India yields, 

And the bleſt Products of Sabæan Fields; 
Riches immenſe along thy Channel flow, 
And Ophir's Seeds with gay Refulgence glow. 


When hoary Winter chills the frozen Skies, 
Stops the dull Waves, and hardens em to Ice; 
If rapid Show'rs of late deſcending Rains 
Have rais'd its Streams above the neighb'ring 


Plains, 
What Crowds of Gowsſmen Oer its Surface 
glide, 
Spread all around, and blacken ev'ry Side! 
Some in protracted Rows move ſoft along, 
The pliant Chryſtal bands hentath the Throng; 
Others 
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Jk508 Grove. 
Others on Scates a ſwifter Motion dare, 


- Skim the ſmooth Top; and ſeem to tread in Air. 


” Now Earth relenting to the Sun gives Way, 
And the bleak Seaſon feels a kinder Ray; 

The patient Angler penſive takes his Stand, 

And fits the Tackle to the bending Wand. 

Oft have I ſeen, when rous'd from genial Mud, 

The filver Eel has left her Parent Flood, 

In winding Folds, and many a mazy Spire; 

With fruitleſs Hopes, and impotent Deſire, 


She pants for Waves which ſhe muſt never reach, 


And breathes out Lite upon the verdant Beach. 
Here Perch and Carp lay flouncing in the Sand, 


And the voracious Pike ſtill threatens on the Strand. 


Now ſhoots the falling Sun a feeble Ray, 
And lengrhen'd Shadows ſhow the cloſe of Day} 
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The dying Gales ſcarce pant upon the Trees, 
Or nod the Branches to the languid Breeze: 
Now fairer Fow'rs adorn the painted Mead, 


And living Charms thro' the bright Landſcape 


ſpread : 
A thouſand Beauties breathe the Ev'ning Air, 
Frisk thro' the Lawn, or walk at Pleaſure here, 
Bright as the Sun, and more than Venus fair. 
Here C—2's Eyes project a fiercer Light, 
And lovely W-----re charms the raviſht Sight; 
Here F----Ps immortal Freſhneſs {till appears, 
Looks gay in Age, and yer unchang'd by Years. 


Ye wand'ring Youths, who haunt theſe ſhady 
Woods, 
Or walk the Margins of yon chryſtal Floods, 
If &er your Fortune ſhews the Fair I ſing, 


Or to their conſcious Walks ye thoughtleb bring, 
D Admire 


18 JESsUSs GROVE. 
Admire with Caution, nor approach too nigh, 


- Lovely they are, but, as ye gaze, ye die. 


So the pleas'd Child purſues the creſted Snake, 
| And hunts his Beauties in the pathleſs Brake, 
Loves the bright Luſtre of his Scales to view, 
His ſparkling Eyes, and Breaſt of various Hue; 
Tho from his Jaws he ſhoots his forlæy Tongue, 
And Fivells and hiſſes as he rolls along; 

Yet, ſpite of Danger, he leaps boldly on, 


O'ertakes, and catches, ſmiles, and is undone. 


Hard by old Cambridge, with majeſtick Dread, 


Cha auf Proſpect) rears aloft her Head. 

What heav'nly Beauties there the Muſe deſcries! 
Her gilded Spires, and Tow'rs that prop the Skies 
Hail ever lovely, ever ſacred Seats, 


Eaſe of our Cates, and Learning's bleſt Retreats 
= 


ke, 


JESUS Grove. 19 
On thy lov'd Praiſe how cou'd I ever dwell! 

Join Truth to Truth, and into Volumes ſwell ! 
Thou too, Emanuel, whoſe growing Fame 

Riſes proportion'd to thy ſacred Name; 

Fain wou'd I ſing of thee, and tune my Lays 

To the long Records of eternal Praiſe ; 

Fain wow'd I fit thee to my trembling String, 

And bleſs the Walls where firſt I learnt to ſing. 


Here might the Muſe immortal Trophies boaſt, 
And in the Maze of endleſs Works be loſt ; 


But lower Themes my humble Verſe require, 


Falſe to ſo great a Task, and of unequal Fire. 


* Now might I ſing what Wares the Merchants 
ſpread | 
In Houſe es, ſcatter'd hs th* enamell'd Mead, 
What Heaps of Wealth along thy Plains are ſhown, 


Gaily adorn'd with Riches not their own ; 


8 * About Midſummer here is kept a famous Fair, call d Pot-fair. 
D 2 But, 
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But, ah! I fear the Muſe has fool'd too long, 
5 Tedious the Length, and unadorn'd the Song. 


Delightful Gzove! had Nature bid it riſe 
In Ages paſt, had former Mortal's Eyes 


The Prophet ſeen, here a the Poets made 
The Scat of happy Souls, Ely/iam”s bliſsful Shade 


Its verdant Plains may vie with thoſe below, 


Can cooler Streams, and greener Grottoes ſhow, 


Can ſofter Beds afford, and fairer Flow'rs, 

More ſpacious Walks, and more convenient Bow'rs, 
Mecca's Impoſtor cou'd not promiſe more, 

Or nobler Realms tor ſuff'ring Saints explore, 
Bor Heav'n's leſs fair than Tais the Muftis toil, 
aud Muſſulmen amidſt their Labours ſmile. 

dach was your Seat, the fir/# of human Race, 


WhileHeav'n withPleaſure view'd the happy Place, 
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Fer yet the gay untaſted Plague was known, 
And undiſturb'd the fair deceitful ſhone. 


O! wou'd kind Heav n be hut ſo much my Friend, 


To let my Life upon my Choice depend, 
All my Ambition ſure wou'd center here, 


And in this darling Shade forget its Care. 


The Muſe the Noiſe of publick Life diſdains, 
And ſeeks the facred Silence of the Plains; 


She loves in peaceful Solitude to dwell, 


Recluſe in Shades, or penſive in her Cell; 
Conduct me then ſome friendly Pow'r above, 
And fix me ever in this bliſsful GxovE; 
Then ſhall the Muſe a atelier Fabrick raiſe, 
And ſoar exulting with her Manſions Praiſe ; 
Then what ſhe now obſcures ſhall be renown'd, 
And Ixsus Grove thro? all the World reſound, 
THE 
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A H me! what means theſe Tumults in my 
: Breaſt! 
Why ſhuns my Soul her * Returns of Reſt ! 


No more my Bed its wonted Eaſe ſupplies, 
Or gentle Slumbers ſeal my wakeful Eyes; 
No more my Tongue its former Mirth retains, 


Sighs interpoſe, or ſolemn Silence reigns; 


Not Muſick's Charms can ſooth my plaintive Woe, 
Or ſtifle Tears inceſſant taught to flow ; _ 


The circling Hours glide unobſerv'd away, 
And Night unheeded ſtill ſucceeds to Pay; 


No 
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No more my Cloſet, conſcious of my Grief, 


Or Books, turn'd oer in vain, afford Relief: 

Oft have I ſought in Solitude for Eaſe, 

The laſt bleſt Refuge tor departing Peace; 

But now, nor ſolitary Groves delight, 

Nor aids the friendly Covert of the N ight ; 

Nor Shades, nor Streams my Paſſion can remove, 


2 


Too ſure it is the Lunacy of Love. 


Ah “Love! thy grievous Torments who cartbear 
With ſpeed conduct me to the lovely Fair, 
Who fires my Soul, and gives me all my Care. 
Till then the Time moves lazily away, 

And each dull Minute meaſures out a Day; 
The ſlow Succeſs of tedious Hours I mourn, 


That ſcarcely lag along on leaden Pinions borne, 
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401 what pert Cynick dares accuſe my Flame, 
Tho ſtiff to Honour, anda slave to Fame? 
Evn Cato's ſelf might ſink in Love like mine, 
| So fair the Nrurh, and almoſt All divine: 
Tis CELIA muſt my beſt Affections claim, 


CEL14, dear, dreadful, lovely, fatal Name! 


* 


What Numbers ſhou d adorn the faithful Verſe, 
That wou'd my CEL IA heavnly Charms rehearſe? 
q In what ſoft Language ſhou'd my Thoughts be 


I. crown'd, 


 Sweetasthe Nymen, and as the Theme renown'd ? 


| Ye Maids of Helicon, an awful Throng, 
| Ye Loves, and Graces all aſſiſt my Song; 
But why ſhou'd I your needleſs Aid require, 
Or ask th Aſſiſtance of a faithleſs Fire? 
8 925 | 6 
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Her Beauty ſure can kindlier Warmth infuſe, 

Direct the Poet, and compleat the Muſe; 

CEL 4 the Theme (tho? Nature ſhou d deny) 

Wou'd ſmooth th unpoliſt'd Verſe, and Harmony 
ſupply. 1 


Hail lovely Nrurh ! hail celebrated Far! 
For ever charming, and for ever dear ! 
Pardon the Youth, who in ambitious Lays 
Aſpires to Glory, while he ſings your Praiſe; 
WhatVerſe,that bears your Name, ſhall fail to take? 


All, love the Writer, for the Sus jxcr's ſake: 


In forming her Heav'n took peculiar Care 3 
And copy d from the fovelieſ Angel there, : 
Perfect as if the beauteous Maid appears, 

Fair as ſhe's young, and wiſe beyond her Years. 
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Shall * Sachariſa riſe in tuneful Strains, 

| | Shine thro' the Groves, and animate the Plains : 2 

Shall Delia ſtill in graceful Numbers move, 

| And ſounds immortal, as the Poet's Love ? 

Shall || Cyzthia's Charms her mournful Death 
ſurvive? | 

And fair 8 Corinna yet for Ages live? 

O had but Waller lovelier . ſeen! 

His Sachariſſ had a . Hoyder been: 

O had her Beauties once at Rome been ſhown! 

Corinna then the World had never known : 

Delia unſung had paſs d the Verge of Bloom, 

And Cynthia ſunk unpity'd to the Tomb. 


8 In her bright "me celeſtial Light'nings play, 
And ſhed around the brisk Returns of Day, 
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Where a ſweet Croud of Loves triumphant reigns, 


And ev'ry Glance a little Dart contains. 


Let the ſtale Maid, with antiquated Grace, 
Repair the Breaches of a ghaſtly Face; 
Let eAmorande's ſtrange Coſmetic Ain Jia 81 
Colour and Fire to lifeleſs Charms impart: c 


Soon ſhall thoſe borrow'd Airs deſtructive prove, 


And pall the Fancies they a while may move: 
Inglorious Charms! dull Creatures of a Night! 
That Corners love, buthate the faithleſs Light! 
While sn, alone in native Charms array'd, 
Defies the Pencil's falſe ſuperfluous Aid; 

No wanton Arts employ her happier Care, 

Sweet without Pride, and innocently Fair, 

True, on her Chetks Vermilion's Shades appear, 
But Nature twas, not Art, that ft em there; 
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A nat'ral White too joins the lovely Red, 8 
$ Which in alternate Streaks the beauteous Face der- 

ſpread. | 
Int ſuch the Tulip, when the rifing Day  - 
Licks the cold Damps,and drives the Dews away, 


Salutes the welcome Sun, magnificently gay. 


Where; e er ſne breathes, Ambroſial Odours riſe, 
Fill all around, and mount to diſtant Skies; 
Leſs fragrant Sweets the op'ning Roſe exhales, 

| Or odorit'rous Wings of bleſt eArabian Gales. 
Ah happy Shock! that in her Boſom lies, 

And ſucks the Eſlence of untainted Stb 


But when ſhe ſpeaks, how ev'ry Boſom glows! 
To hear v it 5 
£0 year what, Nit in happy Tanguegs flows... 
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Such are her Words, ſo full, fo ſmooth, fo clear, 
'Tis Heav'n to liſten, and 'tis Heav'n to hear, 


When to her Lute the fam'd Dorinda ſung, 
Around the Nymph the wond'ring Lovers throng; 
But when my Cx IA all harmonious fings, 
Rude is Dorindd's Voice, and harſh her artleſs 

Strings. 


O Heavn! with what a graceful Mein $Hs 
moves! 
The Seat of Graces, and the Heay'n of Loves! 
What symetry of Parts! a flender Waiſt! 
>mall by Degrees, and taper from the Breaſt! 


But why ſhou'd I on fingle Features dwell, 
When al the Parts in the rare Piece excdl? | 
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Her Nature ſoft as ev'ry blooming Grace, 


Her Virgin Soul as ſpotleſs as her Face: 
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Practis'd by her each Virtue grows more bright, 


And ſhines with more than it's own native Light: 


My Love But hold, my daring Muſe, no more 


10 Heights too great, and Tasks unequal ſoar; 


My feeble Pen demands an humbler Theme, 


A ſhady Grotto, or a purling Stream; 


While CEr1a's Praiſe a finer Pen requires, 
More noble Strains, and more exalted Fires; 
Not Waller's Art cou d ſuch an Image draw, 
Or Prior mimick Charms he never ſaw. 


The more I on each bright Perfection gaze, 


The more I'm loft in Wonder and Amaze. 


Thus when ſome pious Saul has wing'd its Way, 


To the bright Regions of eternal Day; 


i 


— 


There 


nn im wi = nd 


The L GE 5, 
There darling Worlds, and beauteous Orbs of Light 
Shine greatly gay, and open to the Sight; 
Omnipotence in awful State appears, 
And kindly ſooths him with a Parent's Cares; 
Surprizing Pleaſures all around him riſe, 
Pour on his View, and fill the fpacious Skies; 
Silent he ſtands, unknowing what to praiſe, 


Agreeably confus'd ten thouſand diffrent Ways. 


Now riſe, ye Winds, and thro' the yielding Air, 
Gently convey my Sighs to CEL1 A's Ear; 
If where my fair One reſts, ye chance to fly, 
Then ſoftly whiſper, 'tis for Her I dies 
If neither Sighs, nor Tears, nor Pray'rs can move, 
Tell Her, from me, that ſhe was born for Love. 
Ah, if at laſt relenting ſhe wou'd hear! 


Heal my unquiet Soul, and anſwer all my Care! 


NIGHT. 
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All dreary Shades! hail melancholy Gloom 
Of NicurT tremendous! with Eternity 
Coeyal, and the firſt primordial Shock 

Of Embryon eAtoms, in Confuſion hurl'd 

T hro Chaos dark Domain; who yet retains 


Divided Empire with the Day, and rules 
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Bach Hemiſphere alternate; while I ſing | 
Thy Reign audacious, and preſumptuous ſtray 
Along thy dusky, ſolitary Paths 
Clicerleſs and blind, each interpoſing Cloud 
A while withdraw, and from the ſtudded Roof 
Of Heav'n's Expanſe, let ev'ry Star beniga 
It's friendly Aid afford; the ſilver Moon 
Pale Regent of the Night, that ſolemn moves 
High in her ſilent Orb, nocturnal Sun, 
Direct my wand'ring Steps; and may the Verſe 
Not faint beneath the Terrours of my Theme. 
And now that Shades and ever-· during Dark 
Mantling ſurround me, thou celeſtial Lighe, 
Shine in ward, and with pervious Eye diſperſe 
Miſts cotnfortleſs and dull, and in each Pow r 
The Mind irradiate, that, with ſprightly Note, 
Of DaxKNEss I may fiog, and horrid Nicur. 
But not ſo dreadful ſeems the twilight Glimpſe 
| F of 
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Of SUMMER Nichrs, when near the bluſhing 
Crab, 

Appulſe or Repulſe, ſteers a kindlier Courſe. 
The beamy Sun, who in his lengthen'd Round 

Protracts the Day, and with fermenting Warmth 


Calls forth the Flow'rs, that raiſe in various Forms 


Millions of beauteous Landſcapes; This I ſing 


Advent rous firſt, this firſt deſerves my Song. 


And now the Sun, below th* Horizon fall'n 
Precipitate, ting'd in the Weſtern Sea 
His fuming Rays, and with reflected Gold 
Array d and Purple his attendant Clouds 
EnamelPd ; ſober Twilight haſtens on 
In ruſſet Liv'ry clad; now from the Fields 
Repair the jocund Plowmen, and to Meads 


Refreſhing, ayd tranſparent Streams drive on 


The 


— | 


od Wd __ ; — — 


he 


An Imitation of M11.Tox. 35 


The lowing Oxe, weary and dry; the Swain 


His woolly Charge in careful Durance pens 
Rejoicing; with his Dog, faithful Compeer 
Whiſtling deceives the Way, and ſtalking on 
Haſtens to Supper. While with ſwimming Gate 
Jenny trips Home beneath the well-fill'd Pail 
Her ſhrill Deſcant loud ecchoing to the Air, 
That with reverberating Force reflects 

In undulating Peals the grating Sounds, 

While Hills and Dales, Foreſts and Rivers ring. 


Thus, but more tuneful, on the ſmooth Expanſe 
Of chryſtal Streams, a ſportive Hock of Geeſe 
Loquacious skim the Pool, where if perchance 
With hideous Scream one louder than the reſt 
Ere& her Voice, another quick returns 


Reſponſe, a third thi Alarm with ſpeed receives, 


F 2 Anſw'ring 
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Anſw'ring the ſhrill Acclaim, till ev'ry one 
Thi Infection catch, from ev'ry Quarter ſend 
Their horrid N oiſe, and with united Yell 


'Shriek all around, and eccho to the Skies. 


Now from the Pans the fuming Steams aſcend 
Of thick'ning Pulſe, or Pottage, ſtrong Extract 
Of many a diffrent Fleſb, Pork, Beef, and Veal, 
| or Mutton, healthful Viands; down they fit 
In ruſtick Order, and, with many a Laugh, 

And clowniſh Joke, the homely Supper eat 

: Joyqus and glad; then riſing take their Way, 

| Where ſome pure limpid Stream, gentle and deep 
Glides ſmooth along, and murmurs to the Banks. 
The Locuſts, warping in the Ey ning Breeze, 
Hum far along the Lawns, and round em buz 
Ineefant,rill provoke the angry ch 
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Ruſh on 'em furioys, and with flapping Hat 
Arm'd haply then, the Wanderers chaſtiſe. 


Now reach'd the Riv'let in impetuous Plunge 
The Peaſants, and rejoycing beat the Waves 
Receding to the Stroke (the Waves reſound) 
They ſwim, they ſhriek, they talk, they ruſn about, 
Then weak and weary ſeek the graſſy Shore, 
And for the Race prepare, th' irriguous Drops, 
That cling along their Sides, to leaye in Air, 


And cleanſe their Shoulders from the pendentDew, 


See now they ſtart, and bounding from theGoal, 
Skip ofer th* unbended Graſs, exulting skim, 
In ſwift Career, the ſpft extended Plain; 
Then back again with quiv'ring Feet return, 
And, where they ſtarted, end the little Court 
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Now haſt' ning draw their various Garments on 
Qaouted with many a Patch; thro diff rent Ways 
vt Their deftind Journies take; ſome homeward 

bend, 

: To cloſe the Day in ſweet Divertiſement ; 

In the ſmooth Yard to whirl the faithful Bowl 
Along the even Plain ; delightful Game, 

That Nine-pins hight, long ſince in Albion known, 
And famous ev'ry where! or with the Maids 
To hurl the parti-colour'd Ball delight, 

And catch the twiſted Clue; at Eaſter oft 
The loy'd Diverſion of the bleaky North, 


Others, more grov'ling, to ſome Inn repair, 


To drown their Senſes in th oblivious Fumes 

Of muddy Ale, and the more horrid Clouds 

Of ſtrong Mundungus, from the black ning Tube 
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In ſooting Streams exhal'd; here much they talk, 
And much they ſwear; inglorious hapleſs Crew! 
Stran pers to the lov'd Joys their Fellows taſte! 

One more refin'd to the lone Groves and Shades 


Obſequious haſtes, and at th* appointed Place 


Some fav'rite Miſtreſs meets, there gently ſighs 


And plaintive tells his Love, the ecchoing Gloom 

Repeats his fond Complaints, the bluſhing Nymph 

Trembling receives his Vows, with fault*ring 
Voice 

She ſcarce denies; he begs, ſhe kinder grows, 

Denies, but gives her Hand, the thrilling ſqueeze 


Confirms her his, he ſmiles, they both are pleas d. 


Hail ſoft Retreats ! hail dear fequeſter'd Shades? 

How have I oft your ſilent Haunts ſurvey'd 
In Ev'ning Tide, to muſe with cheerful Thought 
On Themes ſublime! how from the darkſome Womb 
Of 
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ol Nothing, roſe triumphant into Vie 
 - This beauteous Scexe of Things! th* Almighty 
ſpake, | 
And fudden, at the Word, Millions of Warld: 
- RuſhintoBeing: From the ſhapeles Lump 
Of unform'd Chae, rude, forlorn, and waſte, 
The Earth her Head above the dreary Waves 
Joyous uplifted, ſtrait appear at once 
Trees, Herbs, and Graſs, and Flow'rs of various 
Kinds 


Riſing ſpontaneous: Straight the Waters feel 
Numberlefs Creatures glide their ouzy Paths, 

A ſcaly Herd; there vaſt Behemoth rolls 

His pond*rous Weight, and ſnorting, Ocean heaves- 
Quick from Confuſion roſe the feather'd Wortd 
On ſoaring Wings, and waving Plumes upborn, 
To move aloof, and cut the liquid Air. 


The 
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The San, bright Lamp of Heay'n, conſpicuous 
ſhone . ; | | 
Swift thro' the Gloom, fell ballancd in the midſt; 
Around him roll the dann Worlds 
In Orbs concentrick : But thou, parent Earth, 
Chief favour'd ſeems of Heav'n, ſo haply plac'd, 
That neither Heat, nor Cold extream perplex 
Thy gentle Site; quick rounded roll'd the Moon, 
Faithful Concomitant ; Myriads of Stars, 
Spangling the Empyrean, ſtrait diſplay d 
Their glimm' ring Light, and told, tho* mute the 
Voice, 
The Work divine; Beaſts, Inſects, Creeping Things 
Innumerable roſe, with awful * 
The laſt and lordlieſt Creature, formed by God 


In his own Image and Similitude. 
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4 For whom, all Things that are, both are and were 


Created; oft be theſe my Theme, to ſing 


Of theſe thy Wonders; raiſe my willing Song 


Hail powerful God! whoſe Wiſdom infinite 
Oer the vaſt Univerſe preſides; by whom, 


1 md Hoe 


Equal to what I think; that while 1 ſtray 
Along theſe ſolitary Walks alone 
Contemplative, the grateful World may hear, 
And praiſe with me thy ever-glorious Name. 
Hence ev'ry Luſt; and fleſhly Paſſion drive 
Far into Night, and with paternal Care 


Cruſh ev'ry raging Appetite that wars 


Againſt the Spirit ; and thou, in whoſe pure Sight 
No Man is juſtify'd, whoſe Mercy far T 
As boundleſs Pow 'r extends, if erring oft I. 


Counter to thy Command, blindly T've run, II 


Forgive the dire Offence, and make me thine. A 


But 
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But hold, my Muſe, a while the wond'rous 
Theme 
Forbear degreſſive, that with rapid Force 
Hurries thee on, till in the winding Maze 
Involv'd unweeting, thro? the pleaſing Way 


Thou ſcarce returns to tread the deſtin'd Path. 


Now to the Mall repair the pulvill'd Fops 
Taudry and gay, to breathe a purer Air, 
All Day confin'd within the narrow Walls 
Of crouded Garret, while the hated Din 
Of Dun horrendous, conſcious Ears aſſail 
Inceſſantly; now the full-bottom'd Wig, 
The clouded Cane, and ſilver-hilted Sword 
Triumphant Blaze, the faithful S»uff-box feels 
The uſual Gripe, and modiſh Hat employs © © 
An uſeleſs Arm, th' obſequious cringing Fool 
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Salutes each ſurly Lord, with Congee low, 


8 Vnheeded and unknown, tho bragging ſtill 


Of intimate Aggreſs, impertinent. 


.. s0P's Jackdaw thus ſhone in borrow'd Pride, 


Plumes not her own, ridiculouſly great. 


Hark how the jarring Din continuous roars 
Of madding Wheels ; Chariots, and Coaches ruſh 
Impetuous to the Park, there gently fail 
Oer the ſmooth Plain ;—ſilent, the ſplendidShoy 


I leave unſung, the noble Pomp of State, 


The Blaze of Equipage untouch'd I paſs 


Diſmay'd, deſcending toa lower Thame. 


And ſee, ah! ſee, from the thick Weſt appeat 
Vaſightly Clouds, bellying with Tempeſts foul 


Brew 
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Brew'd far away; ſcowls with a deeper Gloom 


The black ning NI H; affrighted Nature ſhrinks; 

The growling, grumbling Thunder rends the Skies, 

With dreadful Peals, while the fierce Light ning 
ſhoots 

Livid, and drear; ſudden at once deſcends 

The ſounding Hurricane of Rains, around 


Burſt the big Damms and rolling Torrents roar. 


Hapleſs the Traveller, that wand'ring far 
In ſome lone Deſart, joyleſs, and aghaſt 
Views unprepar'd the Ev'oing Storm, nor finds 
Fit Shelter, Rock, nor Tree, nor Hedge nor 
Houle. 


Huge Uproar lords it uncontroll'd and wide, 
T all Foreſts wave, and ſtruggling with the Blaſt 


Shake 
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Shake to the Baſe ; now ſtays the Cottage - Swain 
Cheerful at Home, nor ſeeks the Plains or Floods 


As erſt, but taleful in the Corner ſits, 


5 Talks, ſings, or whiſtles to the jovial Crew, 
Compeers of Mirth, nor recks the rattling Storm, 

That bluſt' ring rages round the ſounding Hut. 

| T b unharneſs'd Horſes feed ſecure at Home, 

Empty the Park, and unadorn'd the Mall, 


A penſive, fad, and ſolitary Waſte. 


But, Muſe, no more theſe Horrors dire recount 


Unwelcome, ſtill, with Face ſerene and calm, 4 

" - The furious Blaſt, ye drizling Rains avaunt, " 
And Fogs, that whirling round, Infection oft, 

And grim Contagion ſpread, humid and drear, * 

Vaniſh away, as ye had never been. * 

T 

A 
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| *Tis done, naught but the ſhady Gloom of 
Night 

Veils the Cerulean pure. The weſtern Limb 

Of the Horizon, yet a lighter Dark 

Diſplays tenacious, till the riſing Van 

Of glimm'ring Hoſts, in beautiful Array, 

Heſper leads on; and ſee, the Firmament 


O'erſpangled glows, and gliſters thro' the Dusk. 


How wonderful, great God, are all thy Works! 
Eternal Wiſdom, Purity, and Truth 
Shine forth in ev'iry Deed. Then why thoſe 
| Lights a 
That faintly glitter, lovely to behold, 


Tho? ſcarce, united, give one uſeful Gleam 
To guide bewilderd Men? Sure thy wiſe Hand 


As Suns in Regions far remote haſt plac'd 


[1s 


Each 


5 Riſe all around, -while other Earths are known, 


EE 
Bach ſhining Orb, while Planets rolling round T. 
| Informing Influence receive, and Worlds, A 
Millions of Worlds thro' the immenſe Inane | 


And living Creatures to admire thy vaſt, 
And infinite, Domain, unbounded, wide, 
To praiſe thy Pow'r majeſtically great. 


Oft from the North in battailous Array, Th 
Long Trails of Light their waving Streamers Su 


nes (If 
Through all the flaming Welkin, over head Fat 
The dinning Vollies skim the azure Roof An 
With bright career; indiſſolubly firm 2 Th 
The ſerried Files, a dreadful Phalaux, move Th 
Solemn and flow, oppos'd in grim Debate. Ih 
Twixt Hoſt and Hoſt a bluey Interval Th 


Looks dreadful, leſſ'ning as the Quadrate haſts 
* | 1 


An Imitation of MILToN. 49 
To direful Conflict; ſoon the baleful Vans 
Aſſalling meet, impetuous ruſh to Fight. 

Now Stream to Stream advanc'd with horrid 


Shock 


Struggle convullive preſs the Rear and Troops 
Upon the Van engag'd; Confuſion ſoon 

And grizly Rout with foul Diſorder ſpread 
The Field of War, {hot thro' the liquid Air 
The gleamy Flaſhes ſhew the wild Uproar 
Supernal Fights, portending Wars and Death 
(lt ſuperſtitious Fools divine aright) 

Famines and Plagues and Deſolation fad. 

Anon recoiling back with ſwift Retreat 


The vanquiſht fled, till with new rallied Force 


They face about, and Parthian like, purſue 
The late Purſuers; ſoon in Concord join'd 


The peaceful Troops in amicable Bands 


H Incor- 


50 N 1 G HT. 
Incorporate, and kindly Hand in Hand 
| Traverſe the pure Expanſe, then ſportive ſoon 


In mazy Rings the circling Dance eſſay 


With nimble Wav'rings, in each various Form 


Of Movement gay, confus'dly regular. 

E Whence theſe Effects their latent Cauſes draw, 
Bright Scenes of Wonders if from ſmoaky Beds 
Of min'ral Veins, the ſulplYrous Fumes exhal'd, 
In Scandinavia, from Norwegian Hills, 

Or Lapland's bleaky Mountains, brew'd in Air, 
Take Fire aloof, and hence theſe Lights ariſe, 
As ſome have haply thought; I leave unſung 


The Nat'ralift that mazy Source mult trace. 


But hark! no Murmurs whiſtle thro? the Trees, 
Vamov'd their Tops, vawaving to the Breath 
Of ſighing Breezes; ſolemn Silence reigns 


O'er all the Ball; now gently ſtretch'd at Eaſe 


 Snores 


res 


An Dnitation of MILrox. 51 
Snores the tir'd Peaſant on his homely Bed 
Profoundly loſt; no interrupting Dreams 
Diſturb his Reſt: While the ſoft Virgin ſighs 
For viſionary Joys, and grieves and frets 

At broken Vows, and perjur'd Lovers Mourns. 
The proſp'rous Villain, on his downy Couch 
Careleſs reclin'd, ſeeks thy kind Hand in vain, 
Thou drowſy God, in vain he folds his Arms 
Impatient, and for ſilken Slumber calls. 
Conſcience, that reſtleſs Fiend, too fierce within 
Inceſſant burns, and with continuous Rage 


Deſtroys each Avenue to Peace and Reſt. 


Now let me wander thro? the ruſſet Lawns, 
Thro' filent Meads, or ſolitary Glades ; 
Prophetick Vales, or philoſophick Glooms: 


How does the lonely Horror of the NI GMT 


H 2. Invite 
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Invite to Study! with abſtracted View 
To follow Virtue, and to laugh at Vice, 
'Thro' diſtant Cauſes long Effects to trace, 
And ſearch the ſecret Source of hidden Things, 

| Now drizling Dews unnoted fall, ro moiſt 
5 The heat-chapt Earth, that with the Morning Sun 
Enamell'd beauteous, all her Face impearl; 
Pendent on ev'ry Branch the gliſt'ring Threads 
Hang circular, the diſcontinuous Webs 


Cling all around, and ſparkle to the Moos, 


And ſee, the glorious Light, auſpicious Lamp 
Of Heav'n, benign with chcerful Pace moves on, 
Pendulous in her Orb, the gladſome Rays 
Scatter diffuſive thro the dreary Dusk 
Directive Day, and with her borrow'd Gleams 


Supplies the Abſence of the lleeping Sun, 


How 
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An Imitation of MIL rox. 53 
How pleaſing now in ev'ry Buſh and Brake 
To ſee the Glow-Worm dart her living Rays, 
Terreſtrial Star! and hid in moving Flame, 


Defy the Darkneſs of the gloomy Night. 


But hark! what heav'nly Mufick ſtrikes my Ear 

Far thro* the Woodland Glade! what ſoft Com- 
plaints 

Float in the Air, and raviſh all my Soul! 
"Tis ſhe; *tis Philomel, dear reſtleſs Bird, 
Lone Wanderer, that each repeated Night, 
Her ſweet Deſcant renews, and to the Wood 
For ever mourns; ev'n Horror ſmiles, and Nia 
Seems lovely, here, ah! here for ever ſtay; 
Fixt on thy Notes how cou'd I ever dwell ! 


Bleſs the long N ight, and curſe the riſing Day! 
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| Ofer the ſmooth Green the gliding Fairies dance 
Their Moon: light Rounds, and revel all the Night 
8 Intent as Mirth, which ſome belated Swain 
Affrighted oft has ſeen, near a fair Fount, 
Or Foreſt's Side: Now diſcontented Gh 
In Church-yards drear around, the ſhrowded Corps 
Plaintive lament, or round th embroider'd Beds 
Of Great- ones flutter, and, with ſome fad Tale 


Of Fate adverſe, ſcream dreadful in their Ears. 


But, Muſe, a while to wintry Horrors turn 
The Song of N1eur, be the fad ſullen Gloom, 
Unſightly, ghaſtly Scene the dreadful Theme. 


And fee! the Sun in Storms and Tempeſts loſt 


Sinks to the Deep unſeen; Vapours and Clouds 


Unlovely 


it 


An Imitation of MiiTox, 55 
Unlovely ſcoul, while oer the hard ned Earth 
Bleak Ice and flaky Szows inclement ſpread 
Their cold Domain; the hungry Cow now ſeeks 
Her wonted Stall; and from the fatt'ning Barn 
Repairs the Houſhold feath*ry Flock, all fad 

And daggled, perch'd beſide the cackling Train 
Of Females ſits the lordly Cock, nor heeds 

The whiſtling Blaſt that ſhakes his friendly Rooſt. 


Now o'er th'enliv'ning Blaze the jocund Swains, 

Mixt with the cheerful Nymphs, ſtrange Stories 
tell | 

Alternate: Ghoſts and Apparitions dire 
With ſaucer Eyes, that from the rolling Balls 
Dart Fire, with ſhaggy fable Skins ſurclad, 
Provoke amaze, and raiſe their ſwelliag Thoughts. 
Of People late interr'd ſad Tales recount, 
That breaking from the Cearments of the Grave, 


Again 
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Again return to walk the fated Earth: 
Of Midnight Voices heard, and Church- yard 
Tg Grams: | 
of dying Groans, and bloody Battles tell 
; Fought 1 in Air, and breaking from the 
Clouds: 
Till ſcar d the frighted Crew contiguous preſs, 


Hang o'er the Fire, and ſtart at ev'ry Noiſe. 


Say, Providence, who dreadfully ſerene 
Thy dark Pavilion ver the ſilent NI HT 
Awful projecteſt, and on mighty Wings 
Of Winds upborn, rides o'er the ſhadowy Copes 
Exulting, ſay, why from the troubled Air 
The babling Dæmon's Sounds, and Sighs and 
Groans 


Still murmur frightful, why embody'd oft 


They 


Sk 
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An Imitation of MiLtox: 57 
They glide i in Paths or in unwholſome Grounds 


Skriek o'er lone Iſles ane trace Ar glimm ring 


Moon. 


But this thy Wiſdom hides from human Ken, 
For ſome great End, in ſecret Purpoſe, meant, 
Unknown to zrov'ling Mortals here on Earth. 

New to the Theatre exulting run | 
In Crouds promiſcuous all the modiſh Throng ; 
Ladies and Beaus in long Parterres advance, 
Coquets and Cits, with the more odious Glare 
Of ſparkling Harlots; ruſling Silks are heard 
From ev'ry Corner, and the cooling Flap 
Of Fans innumerable ; Haſh the Eyes 
With Oglings love inſpir'd, and many a Glance. 
Se, to ſole Sounds th expeBted Cit in nig 
dolemn and flow: Now various Paſſions throb 

| I In 
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In ev'ry Breaſt. While fair * Moxꝛvia mourns, 
Unfortunately = and raving ſeeks 
Her poor CaSTALIO, ev! Ty gen'rous Fair 


A Tear will drop: When gentle 1 Maxcy A graves 


| Miſtaken for her Juza, who not feels 


A real Pang, and bears a tender Part. 

While God-like C ro midſt che Storms of Fate 
Undaunted ſands and brayes the adverſe Shock 
of warring Fortune, in the common Wreek 
Sinking triumphant, how amaz'd 1 ſtand, 


And trembling wonder at the olorious Fall! 


Who mourns not Irrer 5 When 'midit erg 


i 18 0 


Want 
His Virtue ſtaggers, a 100 reluctant alle 


In the deteſted Snare to be undone? 2 


6 f 


Hark peals of Laughter ring from ey'ry Side, 


+ In Cato, Ines profes 
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An Imitation of MIL rox. 59 
While awkward * EAT STA PFS ill- projected 
, Schemes 
of Love deceitful meet their due Reward, 


Turmoil'd, and frighted into painful Senſe; 


1 Miniature ſee human Nature ſhine , 

Thro' all its various Dreſſes, Virtue here, 

lLong-ſuffering a glorious Recompence 
; At length obtains, and Vi bees tho' proſp rous long; 
1 Meet Puniſhment unweeting finds at laſt. 

Tis done: Some to the Tavern take their Way, 

Companions of the Glaſs; there bright Champaign 
ing 


, And Burgundy, delicious Moiſture, quaff, 
jocund and blith; on various Themes employ 
Their little Wit, of many a Lady tell 
Rude Tales familiar, and, with impudence 


| Accuſtom d, of untaſted Favgjn boaſt =_ 
N —— — as Poem | 


„ Ia the Merry Wive of Windſor, 
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| : Others at Cards the lengthen'd Ev'ning ſpend 
In battailous Array: At Ombre ſit 
Th' impatient Fair, or at Picguet expect 
Dependent Stakes; here whole Eſtates at once 
Depos'd provoke the Play, exult their Hearts 
With Confidence and Hope elate, now Frowns, 
Now Smiles altern, dwell on the changeful Face, 
Now laughs, now ſcolds, inconſtant as the Chance 


That rule the various Fortune of the Game. 


The C ountr9-Squire, late from the Chace re- 
turn d | 

Weary and cold, hangs o'er his bottled Ale, 

And to his wond ring Family recounts 

The Pleaſi ures of the Day, each mazy Round 


Tells circumſtantial, traces ev 'ry Step, 


— , é 
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An Imitation of Mir ro wr. 61 
Each Corner, Brake, Field, Fen, or Foreſt wide, 


Laughs and rejoices at the much-loy'd Sport. 


For me; a rural ſolitary Scene, 

Abſtracted from the World, filent, unknown; 

Be my Retreat; let lightſome Tapers chaſe 

The melancholly a and cheerful Fires 

Soften the Rigour of the Seaſon bleak. 

There let me ſearch with penetrating Thoughts 

The planctary Ways, the ſtarry Tra#s 

Unfold, the various Labours of the Moon, 

And Sum eclip#®d; whence heaves the trembling 
Earth, 

Whence riſe the — Ties, that o'er the 
Shore 

Tumiiltucis ruſh, and ſoon with calm Reflux 

Gently ſubſide alternate: Let me ſit, 

And hold high Converſe with the dear Remains 

Of 
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| Corrupted Nature heal, my chiefeſt Care 
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of ERP Sages, glorious Names 

Of ant ien: Times, or Moder#s much rever'd 
Long as I live, be all thoſe uſeful Books 

That pleaſe, inſtruct, or with Amendment good 


Jo turn inceſſant, frequent let me read 


Intent, and ſtudious cloſe the irkſome Day. 


All wan and pale the ſilver Moon appears, 


Now gliding from the Eaſt, diſpell'd the Clouds; 
An unſubſtantial Circle binds her round, 2 
Sallow Compeer; twinkle the ſhud' ring Stars 0 | 
With pinching Cold; a lighter Azure veils 1 
The glowing Ather J better wanted Light! 1 
For oft, provok'd by thee, the thoughtleſs Boys 7. 
Intent on Play, along the faithleſs Ground 
Inguarded walk, ſudden the tott'ring Feet 
P 


Unguided glide along the ſlipp'ry Path, 7 


(Ruinovs 
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(Ruinous Chance!) and with Contuſion dread | 


Headlong the Maſter falls; now ſplinter'd Bones, 
Disjointed Members, or the livid Bruiſe | 
A diſcnal Scene! appear; now Crics confus'd, 
Children and Parents thro the Dusk are heard, 


And add another T error to the N IGHT. 


Now ſee yon fable Clouds o'erſpread the Face 
of gladſome Cynthia, o'er the gloomy World 
Brood diſmal, dreadful, melancholly Shades 
Of Night inhoſpitable; not one Star | 
Gleams friendly thro the frozen Welkin; 

Sure N ature gaſps, and all expiring Falls 
To fr; Confuſion, and primeval Nanght. 


Now giddy Traytors oft in grand Conſult 
Spread Machinations dire, in Darkneſs hid, 
of . F 3 13 


To 
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To ruin Nations or to murder Kings: | 

But thou, great God, Guardian of Majeſty, 

Upon themſelves the black Contrivance turns, 
In wrathful Judgment, quick i into the Pit 

: Fall the camplottiog Diggers, | and the Arm 

15 Recoiling back cal pierce it's Maſter's Breaſt. 


But chief for ever guard thy Servant GEoRGt 
From Peril fad ; ſhield him, O all ye Pow'rs, 
That wait ſubſervient to the grand Beheſts 

Of Heav' n, bright Miniſters of God, from Harm; 
Around his Head let freſheſt Laurels grow, 
Eternal Verdure ; from his ſacred Breaſt 

Drive far away the V lains ſecret Stab, 

Secure i in Peace; ſafe from the RebePs Sword, 

Jn War triumphant, tor on him depends 

The Peace of knorr, and the Fate of Worlds, 


Fox 
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For thee too, Tow NSHE ND, prays the pious 
Muſe, 
Conſcious of Worth, thy Station views with Joy, 
Obſerves thy Watchings and laborious Toils, 
Painful Pre-eminence, each conſtant Care, 


Only induſtrious for thy Country's Good. 


Great WALPOLE next a tender Pray'r demands, 
Darling of Song: On him the Muſes wait 
Inceſſant, and aſſiduous ſing his Name, 

Who ſerves his Country, while each noble Art 
Meet Recompence and due Admittance finds, 


And Peace with Learning Hand in Hand advance. 


Now, Morpheus, ftretch thy dull lethargick 
Wand 
Oer all the drowſy Ball, add all the Force 
1 


| Wc. 5 66 | 3 h 
*. Of peaceful Poppy, that unfelt the Air 


Inclement, and the chill Domain of Froſt, 


Tis done; all Nature, from her Work retir'd, 
| Supinely nods, no Murmurs fan the Air, 

No Breezes whiſtle thro' the waving Trees 
Veering with ev'ry Blaſt, the ſilent Floods 


No longer whiz along the verdant Meads 


NIX T:. 


A gentle Sleep may drown the yawning World. 


Faſt bound in icy Chains; no Birds are heard 


In Trees, or Buſhes, fave the dreadiul Scream 


of boding Screeck-Owls, that with hideous Din 


Thro lonely Barns and ruin'd Buildings yell. 


"Tis Noon of NIGHT, the cheerful Cricket hops 
Round the warm Hearth, and chirps along thc 


Ground. 
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Now the fierce Beaſts ſorbear abroad to roam, 


—— 
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Or prowling thro? the deſolated Fields 
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To ſeek their Prey, but ſnoring in their Dens 


Securely ſleep, nor meditate the Chace. 


Hail melancholly Scene! diſmally grim ! 


Awful as Death! who can ſucceſsful ſing 
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The grizly Terrours of thy fable Reign? 


— — _ — 
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[ ſhrink aſtounded, while in Semblance meet, 
The ſolitary Shades of Death expreſt 

In ev'ry Step I find; the ſolemn Thought 
daddens my Flight, and damps the riſing Verſe. 


But hark, the cheery, wakeful Bird of Morn | 
With Clangor ſhrill, and Salutation loud 
Proclaims th' approach of Day ; the joyous Sound 


Runs far along the NI HT; affrighted G 


K 2 Scud 
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Scud o'er the Lawn, by Demogorgon whipt -- 
To adamantine Chains, and penal Fire, 


All Day tormented fad; the fainting Stars 


Taurn paler, and as fearful of Approach 


of riſing Phebas, ſeem to ſwoon away. 


5 Aurora ſoon, in roſy Veſture clad, 


With orient Saffron ſtrews the ruddy Eaſt, 


Bright Harbinger of Light; the joyleſs Shades 


No more appear, vaniſh the dusky Shrouds, 
That ＋ the Face of Nature; Lap- dogs now 


Steal fro | their Beds, and rouſe their little Limbs; 


Fly the glad Poultry from the warmſome Rooſt 


Sceking the faithful Barn; now careful Maids 
Ri to the Churn, or milch the lowing Herd 
That court the Pail, the Labourer refreſh'd 


Kies pleaſant to his Work, nor recks the Pains 


Artead his Life, the Fruit of ev'ry Day. 


See 
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See O'er yon Hill the ſtragling Beams appear 
Athwart th' Horizon ſhot; till by Degrees, 
Bluſhing at firſt, as fearing to be ſeen, 
Slowly the Sun advances, ſullen ſhews 


His Aſpect dim; but ſoon his wonted Face 


Glorious regains, glowing in beauteous Pride, 


And thro” the Welkiz pours a Flood of Day. fi 


: Thus at the laſt, when Heav with fervent 

553 Heat 

f Shall melt away, and Earth ſhall be no more, 
Miniſtring eAzgels with the hallow'd Sound 


Of heav'nly Trumpets, from ten thouſand Mouths 


Exulting blown, o'er all the ſleeping World 
ins Shall eccho dreadful, ftraight ſhall rife to Light 
The mighty Dead; joyful ſhall firſt, th Ele& 


See Their 


5 NrenrT + 

Their 63 * forſake, the yawning 
Tombs 

© Diſcloſe their Inmates, Members long disjoin” d 

2 Unite again, and kindle into Life. 

Others more ſlow their conſcious Eyes unfold 

| Reluctant, wiſhing for eternal Night. 

Till thro” the Clouds in terrible Array 

Appears tremendous Heav'n's ALMicHTy SoN, 


Majeſtically Awful; Grave, no more 


Thy Sting * each yields its breathing Duſt, 


And Death is ſwallow id up in Victory. 


HORA CE, 
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Lluſtrious TowWNSHEN D, born of noble Blood, 
| Patron of Verſe, the Muſes chiefeſt Good, 
Some Men delight Olympick Steeds to Train, 

And ſearch for Honours thro? the duſty Plain; 
While the victorious Hero nicely flies 

The obvious Goal, and Peals of Shouts ariſe, 

No more a Man, he ſoars above the Skies, 
Another ſtands a Candidate for Praiſe, 

And ſtrives with Care the giddy Mob to pleaſe; ; 
Others rejoice in waving Fields of Corn, 


A fruitful Harveſt, and a crowded Barn. 


72 Hoes, Ode 1: Tnitated. 


And wou'd you try to tempt theſe to the Main, Be 


> Perſwade with Bribes, and urge with Hopes of O. 
BE Gain, | | 0 
Not all the Riches of the Eaſt cou'd move 


I The ſtedfaſt Purpoſe which their Souls approve. 


O happy Tou! the trembling Merchant tries, A 
When horrid Death ſtands glaring in his Eyes, T 
(His ſhatterꝰd Bargue midſt Shelves and Surges tot, 
Far from the Haven of the wiſh'd-for Coaſt) 
O happy you ! who live at Home in Eaſe, 
Nor try the Fury of the angry Seas ; 
But if at laſt he reach the diſtant Shore, 


Refits his damag d Ship, unable to be poor. 


eAnother loves with Wine to chear his Soul, 
And drown his Sorrows in a friendly Bowl; 
On 


Horace, Ode 1. Imitated, 73 
On Summer Days his Limbs ſupinely laid 

1, Beneath the Covert of ſome cooling Shade, 

FOr elſe his careleſs Head inclin d to Sleep, 


Where gentle Streams in wanton Murmurs creep. 


Some love the Spear and glitt'ring Launce to 
wield, 
And pant for Glory thro? the bloody Field; 
Their Mothers trembling while they hear from, 
lt, far 
The Sound of Trumpets, and the Shouts of War. 


The eager Huntſman Froſt and Snow diſdains, 
Nor Friend, nor Wife can tempt him from the 
Plains, 
He breaks thro all, the Thicket to explore, 
To hunt the creſted Stag, or chace the foaming 


Boar. 


L For 
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17 HoRacs, Ode 1. Imitated. 


For me; let Ivy round my Temples twine, 
Amidf the Gods in rival Pomp T'll ſhine ; 


Far from the Vulgar, in ſome ſhady Grove, 


Where beauteous N ymphs and Satyrs dance and 


love, 
Ill ever dwell; ye Muſes ſtring my Lyre, 
And warm my Breaſt with ſweet poetick Fire; 


Do you, great PaTxox, favour what I write, 


And free my Verſe from dark inglorious Night; 

Then wing'd with Fame T1 cleave the ambient 
Air, 

And ſhroud my Head above the ſtarry Sphere. 


HORACE, 
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Ove 31ſt. Book iſt. 


P HOEBUS, what does thy Poet ask, 


; Propitious Pow'r divine, 


at When from the large capacious Cask 


He pours the foaming Wine ? 5408 =_ 


Content, not grudging to be poor, 
He asks not Flocks, nor Fields, 
Nor ſilent Lzr:s fruitful Shore, 


Nor Riches, India yields. 


L 3 | Let 
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Let him, who has em, prune his Vines, F 
For T have none to prune, 
And preſs his ſweet Calenian Wines, C 


But as for me, I've none. 


| Wealth be the hardy Merchant's Lot, 1 
Alone for Lucre bold, 
| 


| Let him enjoy the Pelf he 'as got, A 
1 By vent'ring Life for Gold. 


Dear to the Gods, tor why? He fails 1 

Secure from Shore to Shore, 

And runs along with merry Gales, T 
Which quickly waft him o'er. 


For 


Hoxace, Ode 31. Imitateg. 77 


For me; no Dainties on me wait, 
Diſh'd up in coſtly Ware, 
Cold Herbs and Sallads are my Meat, 
And ſuch like homely Fare. 


Then hear, indulgent PH OEB Us, hear, 
CTis ſmall that I require) 
Ah! hear your Poet's humble Pray'r, 


And grant me my Deſire. 


I ask but Health, and Senſes ſound, 
An eaſy quiet Mind, 


That naught be wanting, naught abound, nn 
A Heart to Good inclin'd. = 


* 
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Honacr, Ode 31. Imitated. 
A That Underſtanding may remain 
Een to my dying Day, 


That no Delirium ſeize my Brain, 


| When venerably gray. 


Sometimes to give my Cares a Looſe, 
As Thou haſt heretofore, 

Keep ſtill in Tune my Harp and Voice, 
PHOEBUS, I ask no more. 


| A PAS. 


Nc 


PASTORAL 
IMITATION 


O F 


VIRGILs ALEXIS 


Las! no Drug, no Medicine &er was found, 
To heal the Burnings of a love- ſick Wound; 
No Herbs avail; no Skill, no pious Art, 


Can eaſe the Achings of a bleeding Heart. 


This 
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|. This Dao found, (poor melancholly Swain!) I N 


And thus lamented to the ruthleſs Plain. T 
F | He 
= Is Cos cruel? Muſt I ſtill complain? T, 


Brill mourn, ſtill languiſh, and lament in Vain? 

Can neither Sighs nor Tears her Pity move, 
Still careleſs of my Vows, and deaf to Love ? So1 
Ah cruel Heav's! ah partial Pow'rs above | su 


Now happy Corydon, in harmleſs Play, 
With Sachariſſa ſpends the cheerful Day; 


| NN us and Phyllis trip the flow'ry Meads, 6 
| Or taſte the grateful Coolneſs of the Shades; Yo 
While I in ſome inhoſpitable Cell, As 


Where lonely Cares and gloomy Horrors dwell, IT. 
Mad without Hope, and frantick with Deſpair, 
Accuſe my Love, and ev'ry fatal Star. 


My 


My Cr. oe's Image burns within my Breaſt; 
'Tis ſhe deprives my troubled Soul of Reſt; 
Her charming Beauty, and her cold Diſdain 


Torment my Heart, and give me all my Pain. 


Al! had ſome other Nymph but caus'd my Care, 
Some leſs inhuman, tho”, perhaps, leſs fair; 
Sure long e' er now beneath the curlicg Vine; 
My Love had join'd her p'ighted Hands with 


mine. 


O was your Heart conforming to your Face! 
Your Nature ſoft as ev*ry blooming Grace! 
As you are fair, ah! were you half fo true, 


Twere Heav'n tolive, *twere Heavyn to die with 


you. 


M Bl uh 
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Bluſh not, ſweet Nymph, to bleſs a Shepherds 
Arms, 5 1595 

5 With your unſully'd, your immortal Charms; 

Adonis, whilſt his bleating Charge he fed, 

Careſs d a Goddeſs in his homely Bed. 


A thouſand Ewes my crouded Folds contain, 
A thouſand Lambkins frisk upon the Plain; 
Twenty ſtout Bullocks graze along the Meads, 
And each his twenty beauteous Heifers leads; 
Two ſpeckled Fawzs tame to your Hands I feed, 
The beſt and faireſt of the horned Breed: 

My- tuneful Flute, and my more tuneful Tongue, 


Shall pleaſe your Ears with many a rural Song, 


Come then, my Fazr, viſit thoſe happy Plains, 
Where harmleſs Mirth, and youthful Pleaſure 
reigns; 


Where 


ed, 


re 


PASTORAL 83 
Where faithful Nymphs, and Shepherds nightly | 
dream 
Of painted Grottos, and of purling Streams ; 
Who calmly wander, where their Fancy leads, 
Thro' ſhady Lawns, and ever verdant Meads; 
Thro? checquer'd Beds of odorif'rous Flow'rs, 
Thro Laurel Groves, and Amaranthine Bow'rs; 
Where the cool Fanning of the Ev'ning Breeze 


In gentle Murmurs whiſpers thro' the Trees; 


Where penſive Nightingales alone complain, 


And chant their Dirges in a plaintive Strain, | 
8 
The Dairy-Maid's Delight, and Joy of ev "I 


Swain. 


Le lovely Nymph, that haunt the ſhady Woods, 
Or ſearch the Margents of the ſilver Floods, 
Sweet Violets and bluſhing Roſes bring, 


Crop all the verdant Glories of the Spring, 
M 2 Fair 


Fair to the Sight, or grateful to the Smell, 
The ſnowy Lily, and the Dafadil, 


3 Primroſes, Poppies, Hyacinths prepare, 
Jo make a graceful No/egay for my Dear. 


* 
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Tris all in Vain; my Cxox ſtill diſdains, 


Scorns my Complaints, and mocks my fruitleſs 


Pains. 


Farewel, ye ſhady ſolitary Groves, 


Ye Woods and Rivers conſcious of my Loves; 


Farewel, ye Pleaſures, which the Country yields, 


Ye verdant Paſtures, and ye fruitful Fields; 


Adieu, ye happy rural Swazrs, and you, 


My little Flack, and joyleſs World adieu: 


My Days F'll ſpend in ſome {ad lonely Cave, 
As dark and dilmal as the filent Grave, 


VU. £3 TW. 7; 85 
And make the dreary melancholly Gloom 
My Houſe, while living, and when dead, my Tomb, 
Hence lead to ſome inhoſpitable Shore, : 
Where Woman never breath'd, and Love ſhall 


ſigh no more. 


ls What Frenzy, fooliſh Shepherd, heats thy? 
Brain? 


Think not in Solitude to eaſe thy Pain, 


Chear up, and bear thy Suff'rings like a Man. 3 
Make haſte to looſe the Oxen from the Plough, 
The Night draws on, and the dim Sun grows low: 
Mind what is needful, and what Lite requires, 
And ſtrive to quench theſe long ſucceſsful Fires; « 
Repine no more at haughty CTox's Scorn, | 
Forget her Coyneſs, and forbear to mourn; 


Then ſhall ſome kind indulgent Pow'r above 


d frocure (tho not ſo fair) an eaſter Love. 
1 A SONG. 


——— 


\ SSIST me, gentle God of Love, 
A while unſtring thy deadly Bow, 


And ſoft deſcending from above, 


Kindly ſooth my plaintive Woe. 


Hail Venus! Queen of Cyprian Groves, 
And Goddels of the Paphian Towers, 
Borne on the Wings of harneſs'd Doves, 


A while forget thy roſeate Bow'rs. 


Ih, 


3 


* 
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NF: | 
If ever ye have kindly heard Ll 
(Propitious to a Lover's Vow) 
A Pray'r in deep Diſtreſs preferr'd, 


Ye friendly Powers hear me now. 


Why is ſhe fair, for whom I grieve! 
Ah! why is CxLIXA heav'nly fair! 
It, while her Eyes with Hope relieve, 


Her cruel Heart aſſures Deſpair! 


Her Eyes are hid in Flames of Fire, 
So is her Heart in Hills of Snow: 


Thus doom'd betwixt Extreams t' expire, 


Dying I'm burnt, and frozen too: 


Then 


* 
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Then pitying Pow'rs your vot'ry Eaſe, 
| Reverſe the dreadful Fate I mourn, 
| Give Cxrix's Heart leſs Pow'r to freeze, 


; 0 give her Eyes leſs Pow'r to burn. 


* 
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The 77th PSA LM paraphraſed. 


O Heav'n I will direct my pious Pray'rs, 
Uſher'd in Anguiſh, and preferr'd in Tears; 
bh Almighty ſure a gentle Ear will lend, 


ind all-forgiving from his Throne deſcend. 


When ſad Aſdictious round my Dwelling ſpread, 
ſought the Lord, and fervent begg'd for Aid; 
y penſive Soul no Senſe of Comfort found, 
ut galling Tears inceſſant ſought the Ground: 
| 
With Grief oppreſs'd, ah! let my Soul complain, 


nd in repentant Sighs to God refer my Pain. 


N Stranger 


Stranger to Reſt I preſs my conſcious Bed, 
My feeble Voice in ſolemn Silence dead. 


Fri 
Paſt Days of Joy with ſoft Regret I mourn, 
* And ſigh for Years that ſhall no more return; 4 
When oer the Harp an eaſy Hand I flung, 10 
And Sounds immortal triumph'd on my Tongue: 
When, ah! my Sins, Source of my Woes affright, 
Adding new Terror to the filent Night. A 
8 W 
But will the Lord no more in Peace appear, G 
Deaf to my Cries, and ruthleſs to my Pray'r ? 
\ 
Shall God no more his tender Mercies ſhow, A 
Falſe to his Word, and faithleſs to his Vow ? T 


Has awful Juſtice all my God engroſt, 
To Love deficient, and to Kindneſs loſt ? 
* | | Thea 


ue: 


he 


hen 


Then faid I, Lord, thy Judgments all are juſt, 
Fruits of my Sins, and Children of my Luſt; 
But on thy Works a conſcious Thought Ill caft, 
With Joy refle& on all thy Wonders paſt; 
Thy Acts, O Lord, with Pleaſure Tl ſurvey, 
And in eternal Sounds thro' all the World diſplay. 


Pure are thy facred Ways, great God, and true, 
For Juſtice ill does ev'ry Step purſue; 
What God in Majeſty like ours appears? 
Great, as he's Great, and unimpair'd by Tears? 


The Laws of Nature thy Commands obey, 
At thy dread Word forſake their antient Way: 


This Ag ypt ſaw, reluctant now no more, 


Admir'd thy Wonders, and confeſs'd thy Pow'r. 


N 2 Thy 


The 55th PSA III Paraphraſed. bi 
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22 The 79th PSALNM Paraphraſed. 


Thy mighty Arm the Sons of Facob found, 
| Foſeph's glad Seed the bleſt Deliv'rance own'd. 


9 thy Approach the troubled Waters fled, 
En Ocean trembled in his 00Zy Bed: 

The lowring Clouds diſſolv'd in Floods of Rain, 
When all the Terrors of thy Plagues were ſeen; 
Oer all the Land vaſt Peals of Thunder roll, 
And the blue Light'ning ſhot from Pole to Pole; 
The Earth it ſelf with dreadiul Heavings ſtrove, 
While everlaſting Hills from their Foundations 


move. 


The Sea's dark Paths thy ſecret Footſteps know, 


Thoſe unſeen Tracks where circhng Waters flow. 


And 


in, 


1; 


id 
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- The 77th PSALM Paraphraſed. 93 


And as his Sheep the careful Shepherd leads 


To verdant Paſtures, and to fruitful Meads, | 


S thou, great God, thy choſen right-hand Race 


To promis'd Canaaz ſafely brought'ſt in Peace, 


While cAmram's Sons, with kind conducting Care, 


Explor'd th' untrodden Path, and laid the Deſart 


bare. 
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85 Part of the third Chapter of Jos 
puarapbraꝶ d. 


Urſt be the Time I left my peaceful Gloom, 
C And burſt the Barriers of the filent Womb; 
Unknown in Annals be the fatal Day, 

And woful Night ſteal unobſery'd away. 


Still may that Day, thro each revolving Year, 
Black pitchy Clouds and mournful Sables wear j 
Far hence each chearful Gleam of Light remove, 
For ever blotted from che Books above; 


Let Death project a melancholly Shade, 


Confuſion riſe, and pale Amazement ſpread: 


"Th 
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Fon, Gbap. 3d Panqphraſad. 55 
Th unhallow'd Night let dark Oblivion ſeize, 
Cut from the Year an Enemy to Peace; 

Fly Muſick hence, hence ev'ry ſprightly Strain, 


And a dumb ſolitary Silence reign. 


Both Night and Day ye Sons of Meurning curſe, 
And thro? the Dusk your baleful Groans rehearſe; 
Let ſick ning Stars no twinkling Beams diſplay, 


Nor the long Twilight ever dawn to Day: 
For then, alas! I haſten'd to be born, 
For that I forrow, and for that I mourn. 


Why came I not an Embryo from the Womb, 
Dead into Light, and born into a Tomb? 
Ah! why did Death the friendly Stroke delay, 
While on the Breaſts I hung, or on the Knees I lay. 
Ah Death! had I then felt thy cold Embrace, 


Now had I ſlept, now had I been at Peace. 
There 


5 jo, Chop. 3d Parapbraſed. 


* There Kings and Rulers undiſtinguiſh'd lay; 


With Subjects gow as great in Duſt as they ; 
There wealthy Princes leave their hoarded Ore, 
No more they cover, and they fear no more. 
Such had I been, unconſcious happy Shade, 
As one unknown, long ſince in Silence laid. 
The weary there * ſtiff ned Limbs compoſe, 
And wakeful Eyes i in decent Slumbers cloſe: 
Tis one long Quiet, one eternal Reſt, 
Nor bad oppreſſing, nor the good oppreſt ; 
The Pris ner there no more in Bonds complains, 
But ſmiles in Freedom, and forgets his Chains: 


There great and ſmall one common Carnage lie, 


All tread the deſtin'd Way, forall are doom d to die. 


Why ſhou'd he live, that only lives to mourn, 


| Inur'd to Trouble, and to — born? 


Why 


e 


Jo, Chap. 3d Paraphraſed. 
Why ſpins he out a lengthen' d Tale of Years 


97 


Thro' Floods of Sorrows, and thro? Vales of Tears? 


Who ſeeks with Pains the kind Retreats of Death, 


And digs for Corners to repoſe his Breath? 
Who joys the peaceful Summons to receive, 
And ſinks with Pleaſure to the ſilent Grave? 


Why ſhou'd he live a Monument of State. 


Whom Heav'n oppreſſes, and conſigns to Fate? 


Afflictive Sighs my ſad Repaſts prevent, 
Forgot my Meals, and all on Grief intent: 


With howling Groans inceſſantly I roar, 


Like rumbling Billows breaking on the Shore: 


For, ah! at length the dreadful Plagues are here, 


So long my Terror, and ſo long my Fear: 


Immers'd in Ills, nor Peace, nor Reſt I know, 


Loſt in a long Variety of Woe, 


O 
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Impatient, and the faithful Hireling waits 
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ith 


Par if the 7th Chapter if Jogis! 
66 paſ 


An Imitation of M I L TONS Stile. 


AS not the Lord a ſtated Time decreed 


For Man on Earth? Are not his fat: 
Days, 


As of an Hireling, pre-ordain'd before? 
As weary Servants ſeek refreſhing Shades 


Expectant the Reward of tedious Toil; 
So Days of Vanity my, Steps purſue 


Jo, Chap. 7th Paraphraſed. | 99 
* ttendant, and the irkſome Gall of Nights | 
5 WP ogratetul are allotted. When my Bed 

eceives my weary'd Limbs, I wiſh for Day, 


ith Groans unutterable: Sleep denies 


o is friendly Aid reluctant; Foe to Reſt 
paſs the hated Night, and riſe to Woe. 


With ſtinking Worms, and putrifying Sores, 


; y Skin is broken, and corrupted Fleſh 
ee 
. ooks loathſome to the Sight. Swift glide my 
att 

Days 


opeleſs along, as from the Weavers Hand 

he haſt'ning Shuttle. Think upon my Life, 

\s on a Blaſt of Wind, that, ruſhing by, 

$ gone for ever, and my faded Eyes 

Jo more ſhall ope to Good. Shut out from Men, 
| recreant Shade, in dark Oblivion loſt, 


No more ſhall I be ſeen; thy watchſul Eye, 
| O 2 In 
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% 0B, Chap. 7th. Paraphraſed. 
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Ia all the dreadful Pomp of Terror clad, 


Shall ſtrike me to my firſt primeval Nong ht. 
© Wi 
As hazy Miſts, or unſubſtantial Clouds Re 
Diſſolving vaniſh, and return no more Th 
. paint in lovely Streaks the concave Roof In 


Of Heav'n's Expanſe; ſo he, who to the Grave Tl 
Yawning horrendous filent ſinks in Death, Te 


No more ſhall view the cheerful Glimpſe of Day, Þ py 
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Breathing etherial Air; unknown his Place. Te 

| In 

Then will I ſpeak, and from the ſolemn Dumps I T 

| Of Sildnde riſe to Voice, with Grief oppreſt, Fc 
| And in the Bitterneſs of Soul complain. ; } 
{| Am Ja Sea, or Whale, that thus, O Lord, 14 


Thou watcheſt all my Motions, and each Step | 


| Employs th* Obſervance of a wakeful Guard. 
|| : Oft 


Jo, Chap. 7th Paraphraſed. 01 


Oft have I ſought my ſolitary Bed 
With weary Limbs, and on my downy Couch 
Repos'd my troubled Members ; if perchance 
The healing Balm of Comfort might be found 
In filken Slumbers; but ev'n there, O God, 
Thy vengeful Hand, with terrifying Dreams 
Torments me, and with Viſions, horrid Shock ! 
Y, | Purſues my frighted Soul; ah! let me then 
ro the dark Caverns of the Grave deſcend 
In everlaſting Night; for, oh! 1 loath 
P The hated Light, and cannot think to live 
For ever; Lard, thy mighty Arm withdraw, 
That holds me up in Life, and let me be, 
As 1 have never been; ſor all my Days 


Are nothing, and my Years are Vanity. 


— 
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- Obitum H. C. Coll. Eman, Cant. quon- 


dam ALUMNI. 


: 


| 1 grato ſub tegmine ſtratus, 


Forte caput cubito ſultus, dum Phillida charam, | 


Phillida formoſam reputo, dum mille revolvo 

Grato-laſcivas artes, incondita ſolus 

Hæc cecinit Damon, ſuſpiria peſtore ducens. 
Concidit (heul) nimium miſerando funere 


Daphnis, 


Concidit æternis lacrymis lugendus, iniquo 


Prerep- 


FA 


In Obitum H. C. 105 
Præreptus fato; vos, O! immitia divim 
Numina, voſque licet crudelia, ſidera, dicam! 


Dicite Pierides, pro Daphnide dicite carmen. 


Daphnidis O quondam ſocii, clariſſima turba 
Doctorum, noſtis quam longæ tempora vitæ, 
Si ſors dura ſinat, meruit, melioraque dignus 
Cui fortuna daret; noſtis quam quzrere. ſolers 
Aſtrorum curſus, occultaque pandere rerum 
Dapbnis erat, ſummique aperire cubilia cæli. 


Dicite, Pierides, &c. 


Heu miſerande puer! quid jam tibi profuit olim 
Aerias tentaſſe domos, ſoliſque labores, 
Lunamque errantem ſcrutari, luce micantem 
Reflexi ſolis? quid prorſus dicere quznam 
Ora gerat; pleno gaudens ſplendeſcere diſco, 


Vel jam mutati geſtans ſua cornua fronte? ; 
am 
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Jam claros Ph@b radios intercipit orbis 
Telluris, Phæbegue ſuo latet abdita vultu 


Velato, triſti & terrarum ex palluit Umbra. 


Jam contra, Phæbus nigri caligine merſus 
Avertit ratlios; patitur nec Cynthia nobis 
Interjecta diem præbere, aut condere lucem. 


Heu! tibi cura horum varias perquirere cauſas 


Nil valuit, nil te veluit tam flebile fatum, 


Tam ſubitum? tantæque animis cæleſtibus iræ? 


Dicite, Pzeripes, &c. 


Vmbroſi ſontes, & ſacræ manibus umbræ, 


Vos Dryades, ſylvzque ipſe, vos littora Cami 


Undique tranquilli; vos O juga ſaxea rupum, 


Vos tumidi fluctus, & flecti vocibus olim 


Hyrcanæ tigres doctæ, torvique leones, 
Ploretis, cuncti ploretis Daphuida functum. 
Dicite, Pierides, &c. 


Vos 


70s 


Ducite per ſylvas virides jam Daphnida charum, 


In Obitum H. C. 105 


Vos ſuperi teſtes, & conſcia numina teſtes, 


Vos venerandæ ædes, & tota Academia noſtis 

Quam dignum luQu fatum eſt; date lillia, Nymph, 
Purpureoſque oſs flores, mollemque hyacinthum, 
Queis ſpargam tumulum quo charus dormit amicus, 
Hæc faciam mærens & munere fungar inani. 


Dicite, Pierides, &. 


Vos ſacri manes æternà pace fruentes 


Sedibus El/pii, vos Umbræ, Animæ piorum, 


Ducite per gedidos fontes, lenique ſuſurro 
Stridentes undas, nemora & ſpitantia Amomum: 
Audiat hic ſuaves cantus, aviumque querelas; 
Hic videat flores radiantes uſque colore 
Vivaci, ver perpetuum, cælumque ſerenum: 


Hic vivat felix: nulla hic turbata dolore 
P Umbra 


%% 1 Olin II. C. 
Umbra gemit, nullique volant ſuper aera luctus. 
Chare vale, jam Daphni vale - nec plura reluctans 
Jam potuit Damon, nam ſurgens Veſper OHHmpo 


Cogere oves ſtabulis juſſit, numerumque referre. 
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